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*'Anexqimite little book, exquisite in its appear- 
ance, and equally so in its contents. . . . We know 
of no little book which is more fitted for the pur- 
pose of a gift."— CAfM^MW WarlcU 

"The most delicate and dainty little collection 
of spiritual verse that we have met with for a long 
time. The edition is most catholic, yet truly evan- 
gelical*" — Daily Review, 

"A very choice collection of short poeins. . . . 
Thfc editors taste in selection is unexceptionable. 
An excellent companion for hours of devotional 
meditation." — Aberdeen Free Press, 

** A tiny gem in the way of tasteful printing and 
binding." — Bookseller, 

" It will be an angel of blessing to many." — 
General Baptist Magazine, 

" A small collection of choice poems." — Rock. 

" As a companion for the quiet hour and for the 
sick room, these Songs of Rest will be universally 
welcome. . . . The book is in every sense a gem. 
— Baptist Magaaine, 

"The pieces are all of unusual excellence." — 
CoureuU, 

" One of the choicest little books we have seen 
for a long time." — Watchman, 
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COLLECTION like tbis, preceded as It 
has been by others, may be thought to 
require an explanation. It was at first 
intended merely as a gathering together of certain 
&vo)arite poems for private circulation, but it was 
felt that it might have a wider use. It differs in 
several important respects from all works of the 
kind known to the editor. 

z. The poems included are not hymns. Most of 
them are religious, and it is hoped that nothing in- 
consistent with evangelical truth has been admitted. 
But many excellent collections of hymns have been 
published already, and it was desired to include 
poems less known. I believe that few of the 
pieces that fcmn this volume have appeared in 
collections of the kind. They have been gathered 
from many sources, magazines, newspapers, books, 
ftc, and it is hoped that some poems have been 
rescued that do not deserve to be lost. 

a. A somewhat strict test has been applied as to 
literary excellence. With the exception of one or 
two chosen mainly for their subject, all these poems 
are, I believe, of literary meriL Such names as 



VI INTRODUCTION. 

those of Miss Rossetti, the Rev. W. Barnes, and 
others, are a guarantee of this. 

3. A classification has been attempted having 
regard to the subjects. It is obvious that in many 
cases it is difficult to say under what head a poem 
may most appropriately be placed, and mistakes 
have probably been made. Still it is believed the 
attempt will be welcomed. 

Cordial thanks are due to those authors who 
have kindly allowed their poems to appear in the 
volume. Amongst those to whom I am indebted 
are, Miss Rossetti, Miss Greenwell, B.M., Adeline 
Sergeant, Revs. William Barnes and Alfred Norris, 
Robert Browning, Esq., Dr George Mac Donald, 
Shirley, Messrs Macmillan & Co., Messrs Strahan 
& Co., Messrs T. Nelson & Sons, and others. 
Should any have been admitted through inadvert- 
ence without permission, it is hoped the involuntary 
transgression will be forgiven. 

The little volume is sent forth with the earnest 
prayer, that it may be useful to those for whom it is 
meant — the afflicted people of God. 

Kblso. 



NOTE TO THIRD EDITION. 

Ths present edition has been carefully revised 
and somewhat enlarged. 
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QEhs txt tlum So^oMod^ 



|HY art thoa sorrowAi^ servant of God? 
And what is this dohtess that haogs o'er 
theenowT 

Sing the praises of Jesus, and nag them alond. 
And the song shall dispel the dark cloud from thy 
brow; 

For is there a thought in the wide world so sweet, 
As that God has so cared for us, bad as we are, 
That He thinks of us, plans for us, stoops to entreat, 
And follows us, wander we ever so far? 

Then how can the heart e'er be drooping or sad 
Which God hath once touched with the light of His 

grace? 
Can the child have a doubt who but lately hath laid 
Himself to repose in his Father's embrace? 

And is it not wonderful, servant of God 1 
That He should have honoured us so with His love ; 
That the sorrows cf life should bat shorten the road 
Which leads to Himself and the mBntioin above ? 

O then, when the spirit of darkness comes down 
With clouds and uncertainties into thy heart. 
One look to the Saviour, one thought of thy crown 
And the tempest b over, the shadows dcfort 



4 WHY ART THOU SORROWFUL? 

That God hath once whispered a word in thine ear. 
Or sent thee from heaven one sorrow for sin. 
Is enough for a life both to banish all fear, 
And to turn into peace all the troubles within. 

Then why dpst thou weep so? For see how time 

flies — 
The time that for loving and praising was given. 
Away with thee, child ; then, and hide thy red eyes 
In the lap, the kind lap, of thy Father in heaven. 

F, W, FaUr, 
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Lord, how happy is the time 
When in Thy love I rest I 

When from my weariness I climb 
Even to Thy tender breast 1 

The night of sorrow endeth there — 
Thou art brighter than the sun ; 

And in Thy pardon and Thy care 
The heaven of heavens is won. 

Let the world call herself my foe, 
Or let the world allure ; 

1 care not for the world — I go 
To this dear Friend and sure. 

And when life's fiercest storms are scot 

Upon life's wildest sea, 
My little bark is confident. 

Because it holds by Thee. 

When the law threatens endless death 

Upon the awful hill. 
Straightway from her consumiiig breath 

My soul goes higher still :-~ 
Goeth to Jesus wounded, slain, 

And maketh Him her home. 
Whence she will not go out again 

And where death cannot come. 




RESTING IN god's LOVK. 

I do not far Iht wilderness 

When Thou hast been heron. 
Nay nihec will I daily pre» 

Uiouutmyfmd; on Thee I lean | 

And to thy heavenly pastures grecD 
All Thy dear Qock dost brinK- 



And if the p 






It ll not diilE 10 thou who share 

Thebeutorjesiu then. 
Thu u not losing much of life. 

Which i> not loi^g Thee, 
Who ut u present in the strife 

Aim Ok viclory. 

TherefiH* hoi* happy a the lime 

WheD in Thy love I rest I 
When from my weariness I climb 

Even to Thy tender brea=:i ! 
The niKhl of totrais cndclh ibere— 

Thou art brighter thjtn the tun. 
And in Thy pardon and Thy care, 

The haven of heavent Ii von. 

Ttaulalcd fy Gitrgl Hat DtmaJd. 



Do you know what you are saying t 
All the days are dark to you— • 

Never comes a lift or lightening^ 
Never strength to smile them through. 

Do you know that every life-time. 
Yes, the narrowest and most drear, 

Is a cup that still runs over 
With the gifts of God most dear? 

Do you know that thousands, thousandsi 
In this world of sin and shame, 

Bear a burden to which yours is 
But the emptiest, idlest nameT 

Do you know God's saints are chosen 

Oftentimes to suffer sore. 
That the crown may be more golden, 

When the suffering is o'er? 

Do you know He gives them sorrow, 
Makes it often sharp and long. 

That their voices may be sweeter 
When they join the glad *' New Song. 

Do you know the lot He chose Him, 
When on earth He drew His breath, 

B 



TO A MOURNER. 



1 Imoa the path He IravelVd 
It, strongly, day by day— 
le thoms and tears comminel 



Udw she V 
And tlicgi 



My blood so red 

For thre M*as shed, 

Come home again, come home again, 

My own sweet heart, come home again. 
You*ve gone astray 
Out of your way, 
Come home again, come home again. 

From a MS. of the zjtk Century^ quoted 
by Charles Stanford^ D.D, 
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birds from out the east, O birds from out the west, 
Have you found that happy city in all your weary 

quest? 
Tell me, tell me, from earth's wanderings may the 

heart find glad surcease, 
€^ ye show me, as an earnest, any olive branch of 

peace ? 

1 am weary of life's troubles, of its sin and toil and 

care, 
I am faithless, crushing in my heart so many a 

fruitless prayer, 
O birds from out the east, O birds from out the west. 
Can ye tell me cf that city, the name of which is 

Rest? 

O little birds fly east again — O little birds fly west ; 
Ye have found no happy city in all your weary quest. 
Still shall ye find no spot of rest wherever ye may 

stray. 
And still like you the human soul must wing its 

weary way. 
There sleepeth no such city within the wide world's 

bound, 
Nor hath the dreaming fancy yet its blissful portals 

found : 
We are but children crying here upon a mother's 

breast. 
For life and peace and blessedness, and for eternal 

Rest 



THE CITY OF REST. 1 1 

Bless God, I hear a still small voice above life's 

clamorous din, 
Saying, " Faint not, O weary one, thou yet tnay^st 

enter in, 
That city is prepared for those who well do win the 

fight, 
Who tread the winepress till its blood hath washed 

their garments white. 
Within it is no darkness, nor any baleful flower 
Shall there oppress thy weeping eyes with stupefy- 
ing power. 
It lyeth calm within the light of God's peace-gi^ni; 

breast, 
Its walls are called Salvation, the city's name is 

ResL" 

Anom. 
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The day is over. 

The feverish careful day, 
Can I recover 
Strength that has ebbed away t 
Can ever sleep such freshness give. 
That I again should wish to live? 

Let me lie down. 

No more I seek to have 
A heavenly crown : 
Give me a quiet grave. 
Release, and not reward, I ask,— 
Too hard for me life's heavy task. 

Now let me rest ; 

Hushed be my striving bram. 
My beating breast ; 
Let me put off my pain. 
And feel me sinking, sinking deep 
Into an abyss of sleep. 

The morrow's noise. 

Its anguish, hope, and fear. 
Its empty joys, 
Of these I shall not hear; 
Call me no more, I cannot come, 
I'm gone to be at rest at home. 



THE DAY IS OVER, I3 

Earth undesired 

And not for heaven meet, 
In one so tired 
What's left but slumber sweet-^ 
Beneath a grassy mound of treesi 
Or at the bottom of the seas ? 

Yet let me have 

Once in a thousand years 
Thoughts in my grave; 
To know how free from fears 
I sleep, and that I there shall lie 
Through undisturbed eternity 

And when I wake 

Then let we hear above 
The birds that make 
Songs, not of human love ; 
Or muffled tones my ear may reach 
Of storms that sound from beach to beach. 

But hark ! what word 

Breathes through the twilight dim? 
** Rest in the Lord^ 

Weut ^tiently for him^ 
Return^ O soul, and thou shalt hav$ 
A better rest than in thy grave" 

My God, I come ; 

But I was sorely shaken ; 
Art Thou my home? 
I thought I was forsaken : 
I know Thou art a swe^Vet t«sX 
Than earth's soft sidc» ox oc^^xJ^'^'^^as.v. 
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Martyrs, through fire and steel, 

Have felt the tracking of the steadfast eye, 

Of faithful friend or kind disciple nigh, 

That strengthened them : beside the cruel wheel 

Hath woman waited, wiping from a face 

Beloved, the damps of anguish ; Kings in chase. 

Upon the mountains held from day to day, 

Have leaned on peasants scorning to betray. 

The baffled hope, the discrowned : nay, 

A hand unseen upon a tyrant's tomb. 

Hath scattered flowers ; so strong above disgrace, 

Despair and death, rise human hearts ; of whom— 

King, Martyrs, Malefactors — ^it is said 

That all forsook Him, all forsook and fled, 

Save of one only 1 Human love forsakes, 

Yet is not all forsaken 1 He that takes 

This drear pre-eminence of woe alone, 

Forsaketh never, never ! He hath known 

That pang too well ; O Saviour vrith. Thine own. 

Too little seemed it for Thy love to share 

All bitter draughts, so hast Thou bid this cup 

Pass from our souls for ever, drinking up 

Its wormwood and its gall, our lips to spare. 

Dffra GrtenweiL 



ABOUT THEIR FUTURE — ABOUT GOD'S 
PROVIDENCE— ABOUT THEIR FRIENDS. 



" Thou hast given us Thine own Son, and wilt 
Thou not give us bread?" — William Andtriotiy 
LL.D, 

" He shall bring forth the head-stone with shout- 
ings." — Zech, iy. 7. 

"And he said unto Jesus, Lord, rememoer me 
when thou comest into thy kingdom. And Jesus 
said unto him, Verily I say unto thee. To-day shall 
thou be with me in paradise/' — Lukt xxiii. 49, 43. 
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[ORD, according to Thy words, 
I have considered Thy birds i 
And I find their life good, 

And better the better understood : 

Sowing neither com nor wheat. 

They have all that they can eat. 

Reaping no more than they sow, 
They have all that they can stow ; 
Having neither bam nor store, 
Hungry again, they eat more. 

Considering, I see, too, that they 
Have a busy life, and plenty of play: 
In the earth they dig their bills deep, 
And work well though they do not heap ; 
Then to play in the air they are not loath. 
And their nests between are better than both. 

But this is when there blow no storms ; 
When berries are plenty in winter, and worms * 
When their feathers are thick, and oil is enough 
To keep the cold out and the rain off; 
If there should come a long hard frost. 
Then it looks as if Thy Vvrds vrcx^XoisX. 



20 CONSIDER THE RAVENS. 

Bui I consider further, and find 
A hungiry bird hsts a free mind ; 
He is hungry ttniay, not to-momwl 
Steals no comfort, no grief dolh borrow ; 
This moment is his, Thy will hath laid it, 
Ttie nen is oolhing till Thoa bast made it. 

The bitd has pun, but has no fear. 
Which is tb* worst of any gear : 
When cold and hunger and bann betide him 
He gathers them not to stuff inside turn ; 
Content with the day's ill be has got. 
He wait! just not bagf^les with his lot) 
Kcitherjimibles God-swill 
Wiih dribblets from his owi} :IUL 



Kids lie here, and birds lie there. 
With little feathers all aslare ; 
And in Thy own sennoo, Thou 
That the sparrow Calls dost allow. 



For neither so comes the Hrd to barm, 
Seeing our Father, Tboo hast said. 
It by the spairaw'i dying bed: 



CONSIDER THE RAVENS, 2X 

Therefore it is a blessed place, 
And the sparrosir in high grace, 
It Cometh, therefore, to this. Lord : 
I have considered Thy word. 
And henceforth will be Thy Bird. 

Georst Mac Donald, 
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Upon the sadness of the sea 
The sunset broods regretfully, 
From the far lonely spaces slow 
Withdraws the wistful after glow. 

So out of life the splendour dies. 
So darken all the happy skies. 
So gathers twilight, cold and stem, 
But overhead the planets bum. 



And up the east another day, 
Shall chase the bitter dawn away. 
What though our eyes be wet with tears 1 
"■^^ •wnoM never failed us yet : 



It chanced upon the merry, merry Christmas Eve, 
I went singing past the church, across the moor* 

land dreary, 
Oh 1 never sin, and want, and woe, this earth will 

leave. 
And the bells but mark the wailing sound, they 

wag so cheery. 

How long, O Lord 1 how long before Thou come 

again? 
Still in cellar, and in garret, and on moorland dreary 
The orphans moan, and widows weep, and poor 

men toil in vain. 
Till the earth is sick of hope deferred, though 

Christmas bells be cheery. 

Then arose a joyous clamour from the wild fowl on 

the mere. 
Beneath the stars, across the snow, like clear bells 

ringing; 
And a voice vdthin cried, Listen I Christmas caEobk 

even here I 
Though thou be dumb; yet o*« ^^\xnj«^^^'**«* 
and snows are sVagvns. 

C 
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CHRISTMAS BELLS. 



BKnd 1 I live, I love, I reign ; and all the nations 

through, 
With the thunder of my judgments even now are 

ringing, 
Do thou fulfil thy work, but as yon \^ld-fowl do, 
Thou \^lt heed no less the wailing, yet hear through 

it the angels singing. 

Charles Kingsley* 



Wit ^2^ittz of (^oVa ^robibtno. 

Vou hear an endless cry that goes 

Lamenting through the sombre air. 
Of nations bent with many woes, 

Or gauntly wrestling with despair. 
/ hear a psalm by myriads sung— 

A psalm that knows no stint nor stay, 
And lo 1 a voice calls old and young 

To be indeed as blest as they. 

Vou watch a life bereft of light, 

For ever wrapt in unthinned gloom, 
Whose only tranquil time seems night. 

Whose happiest hope and rest the tomb ; 
/ watch the life and know that God 

So guides the soul to heaven above* 
You only see the smiting rod — 

But ah 1 the Power that smites is Love. 

y^u see a world that wildly whirls 

Through coiling clouds of battle smoke. 
And drench'd with blood the children's curls 

And women's hearts by thousands broke, 
/ see a host above it all, 

Where angels wield their conquering sword, 
And thrones may rise or thrones may fall, 
. But comes the kingdom of the Lord. 

Alfred Nwrx*.* 
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They say you are not as you were, 

In days of long ago ; 
That clouds came o'er your sun at noon, 

And dimmed its golden glow. 

Yet every gentler word I say, 

Each gentler deed I do, 
Is but a blossom on the grave. 

Where sleeps my love for you. 

And can a weed bring forth a flower? 

Or blight bear beauty ? Nay, 
This darkness is but short eclipse, 

To surely pass away. 

Though one by one my early friends 

Have faded from my prayer, 
Your name was always first and last, 

And still it lingers there. 

I love but dearer for my fears. 

And prayers for such an one, 
I think God does not love us less 

For costing Him His Son. 

And I believe when death shall break 

This spell of human pain, 
The love that I to God entrust 

He'U give to me again. 

Isabella FyvU Mayo. 
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DORSET DIALECT. 

As I wer read^n ov a stwone« 
In Grenley Church-yard, all alwone, 
A little maid ran up, wi' pride, 
To zee me there ; an' push'd aside 
A bunch o' bennets, that did hide 
A verse^ her father, as she zaid 
Put up above her mother's head. 
To tell how much he loved her. 

The verse wer short, but very good,' 
I stood and leam'd en where I stood, 
" Mid God, dear Mary, gie me greUce, 
To vind, like thee, a better pleace. 
Where I, oonce mwore, mid zee thy felce, 
An' bring thy children up, to know 
His word, that they mid come and show 
Thy soul how much I loved thee." 

"Where's father, then," I zaid, "my chile?' 

'* Dead too,*' she answer'd wi' a smile : 

"An' I an' brother Jem do bide 

At Betty White's , o' tother zide 

O' road."—" Mid He, my chUe^" I cried, 

" That's father to the fatherless, 

Become thy father now, an' bless. 

An' keep, an' lead, an' lov« tVv«ft" 



28 THE FATHER OF THE FATHERLESS. 

Though she've a* lost, I thought so much. 
Still He don't let the thoughts o't touch 
Her litsome heart, by day or night ; 
An' zoo, if we could teake it right, 
Do show He'll meSke his burdens light 
To weaker souU ; and that His smile 
Is sweet upon a little chile. 
When they be dead that loved it. 

W, Barnes. 
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My darling:, O my darling^! vidth the soft sad eyes, 
Set like twilight planets in the ndning skies, 
With the brow all patience and the lips all pain. 
Save the curve for kisses — kiss me, love, once again. 

My priestess, O my priestess 1 with the almond 

bough 
That her pale hand holdeth, dry and barren now. 
With its crown of blossoms by the rude wind rent. 
With the gift God-taken that of God was sent. 

Mine empress, O mine empress ! with the shattered 

throne. 
Is there yet no kingdom we can call thine ownf 
Is success the only thing the world holds good? 
Or is God as man, and could not, if He would? 

No, no, by all the martyrs, and the dear dead 

Christ ; 
By the long bright roll of those whom joy enticed. 
With her myriad blandishments, but could not win, 
Who would fight for victory, but would not sin. 

By these, our elder brothers, who have gone before. 
And have left their trail of light upon our shore. 
We can see the glory of a seeming shame, 
We can feel the fulness of an empty name. 

Sarah Williams. 



TIh vorld 1! all too sad for torn. 
But mik t}tmg my Life's abort ttad. 



The Bltle fltrwwt braxhc nreeineu o 
Tbiougta all Ibc dewy night ; 

Sh^ll I more churlish be than ther, 
And plaio for constant liEht? 

Not so, nol so, no load oTwm 
Need hruiB despaiting frown ; 

PkUthat, ve lay it down. 



QComt wcdo (^tt. 

Heart-broken and weary, where'er thou may*st be, 
There are no words like these words for comforting 

thee; 
When sorrows come round thee like waves of the 

sea, 
The Saviour says cheerfully, " Come unto Me." 

a 

There are np words like these words, "Come hither 

and rest,'* 
Afflicted, forsaken, the thorn in thy breast, 
All lonely and helpless He thought upon thee, 
And He said in His tenderness, " Come unto Me. 

O Saviour! my spirit would fain be at rest ; 
There are passions which rage like a storm in my 

breast, 
O show me the road along which I must flee, 
And strengthen me. Saviour, to come unto Thee. 

There are no words like these words : how blessed 

they be, 
How calming when Jesus says, " Come unto Me V 
O hear them, my heart, they were spoken to thee, 
And still they are calling thee, " Come unto Me." 



33 COME UNTO ME. 

I will wbHi ihrough ibe woiLd with tboe word* i 

TbroiilEh tottow or un they ahall never depart^ 
And, wtieii dying, 1 hope Ho will whisper to met 
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FANCYIhearawUsper, ' 

As of leaves in a gentle air ; . 

Is it wrong, I wonder, to fjancy 

It may be the tree up there? 

The tree that heals the nations, 

growing amidst the street, 

And dropping for who will gather 

Its apples at their feet. 

I fancy I hear a rushing 

As of waters down a slope ; 

Is it wrong, I wonder, to fancy, 

It may be the river of hope? 

The river of crystal watcars, 

That flows from the very throne, | 

And runs through the street of the city / 

With a softly jubilant tonCi 

I fancy a twilight round me, I 

And a wandering of the breeze. 

With a hush in that high city, i 

And a going in the trees. 

But I know there will be no night there. 

No coming and going day. ^ 

For the holy face of \.Vi« ^^\^vtx 

Will be perfect W^Ya 9\hi«.i. 



i 



A REVERIE IN SICKNESS. 

coold do wiihoul 1^ daAnefl^ 
nd belter withoul the sun ; 
m oh 1 I ihonld like a twiligtit, 



After lliedmyWM done! 


Would H. lay His hand on His Cisthad, 


ODHi>h«r« while m. wool 


And shine one houi Ihrough His fingers. 


TiU the thadov had nude me cooL 


But the thought is very fooUsh ; 


irihUfaceldidbulsee, 


All else vould be ail fotgouen— 


River, and twilight, and tree ; 


1 »liould seek. I should ca.^ for nothing. 




And fi=.r only to lose one glimntei 


By one single udeway glance. 


Tis again but a foolish fancy. 




Which u shining in all our spirits. 


Making Ihem white as inov, 


Come to me. shine b me. MaSer, 


And t care not for liver or tree. 


Carefotnosottoworcrfing, 


IfonlyThooshiMinm. 


I wculd lis on my bed for agn. 


Looliing out on the dusty ItlMt, 


Where whisper, nor leaves, nor waten, 


Mm anything cool and sweet. 


At my heart this ghastly iidnting. 



Ifoaljf I knew Thou wast with me, 
Wast with me and ranking mc eood. 



•« 



(S^ovxpUtt in JlSitn." 



Dear Lord, it is better that I 

Should go through the world indtKone eye, 

If Thou, Light and Guide, be but nigh. 

It is better, O Saviour divine. 
To lose this right hand of mine, 
If Thou hold but the other in Thine. 

Thou only canst make me complete ; 
And to limp by Thy side were more sweet. 
Than walking alone on both feet. 




*' WHKRBAS I WAS BLIND^ NOW I SKB."— JOHN tZ. 9$. 

That sammer mom you stood where thidc 

The clustering roses bumed ; 
And though your face was sweet with peace. 

From meek snbmisaon learned. 
Through the closed curtains of your eyes. 

The soul looked out and yearned. 

It was a weary journey, dear. 

Of which you tired so soon— 
You never saw the glad green earth 

At peace in summer's noon, 
Nor ever knew how ocean moans. 

And foams beneath the moon. 

But if you never saw our joys. 

You never saw our sin, 
Our faces worn with tracks of tears. 

And warring thoughts within, 
Our eyes that strain with longing for 

The peace they cannot win. 

You saw your loved ones first in heaven. 

With its deep peace in their eyes, 
You saw the new Jerusalem 

'Neath unpolluted skies, 
And all things glad in God's clear light, 

And love's sweet harmonies. 



BORN BUND, 



, y*a« to niar 
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Vht Jlitgcl et futitna. 



And heavenly Father »nds him hfli 

l-here-J qnlet la that angel-j gland, 
There's rest lo his slill connlentnte 
H« laodcs no stltf with Idle ch«r, 
Nor hvmula with words the iaoum4 
But ills and woes He may not cure. 
He Itindly trains us to endure. 

AngelnrPatiencel sent to calm 

To lay the slanDS of hope and fear, 



O thou who mournesl on the 
With loni^ings for the close ( 
He walks with thee, that An 
And gently whispers " Be re 
Bear up, bear on, the end sh 



%)xt ^txnHt^ 




©ttt S^rtQtl <SMh. 



jLWAYS lightest was her laughter, 
There was dream-land in its tone, 
Though she mingled with the cluldren, 
Yet she always seem'd alone. 
And her prattle— 'Twas but child's talk- 
Yet it always sparkled o'er 
With a strange and shadowy wisdom, 

With a bird-like, fairy lore, 
Which you could not help but fancy 
You had somewhere heard before, 
In some old-world happy version. 
By a bright Elysian shore. 

All the little children loved her— 

None so joyous in their play : 
And yet ever there was something 

Which seem'd — ^Ah I so far away, 
From the joyance and the laughter, 

And the streamlet's crisping foam— 
Twas as if some little song-bird 

Had dropp'd down from yon blue dome, 
Warbling still among the others. 

Wandering with them where they roam. 
And yet hallowing remfixnbnxAA 

With low gusYves 2^>a\x\.\ioTS!kfc\ 



OUR ANGEL CHILD. 



Oh lb. glory 


ofthoi 


» child eye. 1 


Oh Ibo m«> 


icofl 


lecfeetl 


Oh thaw poll oTiiuril Uughlcr 


Coming up 


thevi 


lkge«re..l 


ShaUwtnevt 


ihui 


her knocking 


Atth<iiiti< 


!i™d 


doorT 


Will ifae neve 




:o kiss Dt 


Boundine c 


.'eitbi 


: oaken floor T 


Has thu mm 






Arelho«[ 




Lispingso'erT 


Oh the KTTot 


loht 


he«.p.i>h. 


Oflhitont 


,*(,d 




Ever -A. she 


h,..^ 


stranger 


Among [h= 




naiyihingj: 






the folding 


Of her gMBMUi spirit -wing^ 


Nothing mtw 


ithui 


a fo.ge..iT.g- 


Still the ga 






From the mn 


ligM, 


TlhesUrlight. 



With Btiange godi in every nook ] 

And at night amid the ^leBce. 

With the little prsyer-cluped hindi. 
She loofd holy as the Chrlst-Chuidi 
Siiiog vhile in Paeanlanda'. 



OUR ANGEL CHILD. 45 

Se«m'd she but the faltering prelude, 
To a great tale of God's throne — 

As a flower dropp'd out of heaven, 
Telling whither it has grown. 

But she left us — she our angel- 
Without murmur, without moan. 

And we woke and found it starlight — 
Found that we were all alone. 

And as desolate as birds' nests 
When the fledglings all have flown I 

But our house has been made sacred — 

Sacred every spot she trod ; 
For she came a starry preacher. 

Dedicating all to God. 
Render thanks unto the Giver, 

Though His gift be out of sight, 
For a jubilant to-morrow. 

Shall come after this to-night. 
She hath left a spirit glory 

Blending with the grosser light 
Oh the earth to us is holy ! 

Oh the other world is bright I 

Jokn Stony an Bigg. 



"^^-^^ 



Jasi opened bine eyes, and looked on ilio world, 

ttiec made no fiirLher stay. 
When you put your darling in my anus I hadn't a 

me the blinding thought. 



" God-s 1 
ouldn't 



10 His 



calt K 



EC He I 



y the helpless babe o 



Some say, " Tlie baby-head is crowned sn 

baby-h«aTt is glad, 
He might have lived a godless life— now whe 

IDSOsadT 
It was b mercy that our Lord took from yi 



FOR OF SUCH IS THE KINGDOM. 47 

Does God snatch souls away from life lest they 

stumble in the race 1 
Nay, verily, His chosen ones only behold His face ; 
Living or dying, in God's heaven your babe had 

found a place. 
Purer than earth his new-bom soul went straight to 

Christ's embrace. 

I think hell learn to know you there, in child 

accents lisp your name. 
Do heaven's great harmonies of love shut out a 

parent's claim ? 
The passionate heart of motherhood woke in you 

when he came. 
And, one day, dear love answering yours will satisfy 

the flame. 

Ah fritod t we sinful struggling souls need a close 

human tie ; 
Need heart of heart, and life of life to draw us to 

the sky. 
When the hands of earth grow slack, the soul goes 

out in a great cry 
That, is only stilled in the echo of the new song sung 

on high. 

We hear the breaking billows as all doubting here 

we stand ; 
We cannot see the glory and green verdure of that 

strand; 
But we put fair flowers of hawthorn in the tiny 

waxen hand. 
And say, "Our darling 'wak«tv^\iv«^\«XV«%\!fW5^«t 

land." Eliza W . NUoVU 



" W&htn the £iigiht «nt ^fXotrdxtQ £diut 



In the dark and narrow street} 

Intoa world of woe, "^ 
Where the tread of many feet 

Went trampling to and fro, 
A child was bom (speak low), 

When the night and morning meet. 

Full seventy summers back, 

Was this — so long ago, 
The feet that wore the track. 

Are lying straight and low, 
Yet there hath been no lack 

Of passers to and fro. 

Within the narrow street 
This Childhood ever played ; 

Beyond this narrow street 
This Manhood never strayed ; 

This age sat still and prayed, 
Anear the trampling feet. 

The tread of ceaseless feet 

Flowed through his life, unstirred 
By waters fall, or fleet 

Wind music, or the bird 
OfmoTDf these sounds are sweet. 
But they were still unheard. 



If 



WHEN NIGHT AND MORNING MEET. 49 

Within the narrow street 

I stood beside a bed, 
I held a dying head, 

When the night and morning meet. 
And every word was sweet, 

Though few the words we said. 

And as we spoke, dawn drew 

To day — the world was fair 
In fields afar I knew. 

Yet spoke not to him there. 
Of how the grasses grew, 

Besprent with dew-drops rare. 

We spoke not of the sun. 

Nor of this green earth fair, 
This Soul, whose day was done. 

Had never claimed its share 
In these, and yet its rare, 

Rich heritage had won. 

From the dark and narrow street 

Into a world of love, 
A child was bom, speak low. 

Speak reverent ; for we know 
Not how they meet above. 

When the night and morning meet. 

Difra GreentntU, 




Alittlelow-edledro 



Her world. Scarce fnnhcrmore : 
Of God's BTMl globe ihai won. 



For othtt huidi the wotk m 
Put by her implement! oTtoil, 



RELEASED. 5 1 

Put by at last beneath the lid, 

The exempted hands, the tranquil face; 
Uplift her in her dreamless sleep, 

And bear her gently from the place. 

Oft she hath gazed with wistful eyes. 
Out from that threshold from the night ; 

The narrow bourne she crosseth now, 
She standeth in the Eternal Light. 

Oft she has pressed vdth aching feet 
Those broken steps that reach the door. 

Henceforth with angels she shall tread. 
Heaven's golden stair for evermore. 

A, D. T, IVhUnty, 





"2^ in a (Blrfee 5*rUfl" 
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mi thirst every day. 






ponder, 


JIwUlfuEtheny, 




.t leads talhekinedoiD 
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AS IN A GLASS DARKLY. 53 

Shall I meet yoa some day with the angels, 

Your beauty all new? 
Will your soft eyes look on me so fondly, 

As they used to do, 
When you gather d ray head to your bosom. 

With tender caress, 
And my lips with a sweet touch of welcomci 

You bent down to press 1 

I hope for such meeting — I lost yon 

So much left untold! 
But perhaps even now you know all things. 

The new and the old ; 
Perhaps even now you are nearer 

Than ever before, 
And you smile as you watch me come to you 

A Lost Love no morel 

Alfred NorrU 



'^tffUt. 



O Christ of God ! whose life and death 

Our own have reconciled^ 
Most quietly, most tenderly 

Take home Thy star-named child I 

Thy grace is in her patient eyes. 

Thy words are on her tongue : 
The very silence round her seems 

As if die angels sung. 

Her smile is as a listening child's 

Who hears its mother call ; 
The lilies of Thy perfect peace, 

About her pillow falL 

She leans from out her clinging arms, 

To rest herself in Thine ; 
Alone to Thee, dear Lord, can we 

Our well-beloved resign 1 

O, less for her than for ourselves, 

We bow our heads and pray ; 
Her setting star, like Bethlehem's 

To thee shall point the way t 

/. G. IVhitUer. 



TOt €'tn hdttQa a* ^ntat. 



Upon the hills the winds are sharp and cold, 
The sweet young grasses wither on the wold, 
And we, O Lord, have wandered from Thy fold 
Bttt evening brings us home. 

Among the mists we stumbled and the rocks. 
Where the brown lichen whitens and the fox 
Watches the straggler from the scattered flocks 
But evening brings us home. 

The sharp thorns prick us, and our tender feet 
Are cut and bleeding, and the lambs repeat 
Their pitiful complaints— oh rest is sweet, 
When evening brings us home. 

We have been wounded by the hunter's darts, 
Our eyes are very heavy, and our hearts 
Search for thy coming, when the light departs, 
At evening bring us home. 

The darkness gathers, thro' the gloom no star 
Rises to guide. We have wandered far. 
Without Thy lamp we know not where we are. 
At evening bring us home. 




56 THE e'en brings a' HAMB. 

The clouds are round us and the wow drifts ihiclte 
Oh ihon dear Shepherd Leave us noI to sicken, 

At e«ning biLng us home. 

SiirUy. 



JJcrcjttemtnt. 

When some Beloveds 'neath whose eyelids lay 
The sweet lights of my childhood, one by one. 
Did leave me dark, before the natural sun. 
And I astonied fell and could not pray, — 
A thought within me to myself did say, 
" Is God less God that thou art left undone ? 
Rise, worship, bless Him, in this sackcloth spun. 
As in that purple." — But I answered, Nay ! 
What child his filial heart in words can loose, 
If he beheld his tender father raise 
The hand that chastens sorely? can he choose 
But sob in silence with an upward gaze— 
And my great Father, thinking fit to bruise, 
Discerns in speechless tears both prayer and praise 

E. B, BrowtuMg. 



••o|^=C^>* 




u> make soft the i 
But ir It iren nol so— if I could Rni 
No lovB^ifl all the world for comlcrtifiKi 
Nor uny path thai tuMowiy dLd ring, 
Where " dusl to dust " the love ftoRi life dljjo'uied. 
And if, befort those sepulchres unnoving 
I stood alone (as some fonakcn lamb 
Goes bleating up the maois in weary dearth) 
Cryiog, " Where are you, O my loved and lonng,"- 
1 Icnow a voice would sound, ^' Daughter/' I Am ; 
Cas I tuSce for Heaven and not foe earth. 

S. B. Bntamnt. 



in %mt ot '^xonblt. 



Rejoice when thou dost see 
God take thy things from thee ; 
Ay — the greater the loss, 
And the heavier the cross 
The greater the gain shall be. 
When thy props are laid low. 
And friend turns to foe, 
'Tis but because no Mr 
God seeth that thou 
No longer on crutches must go- 
Each here 
Whom he setteth alone, 
He Himself is most near. 

Bjomsteme Bjomsen* 



-^^^-^^«— 



From " Fells and Fiords of Norway. 
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9Du S^ttp. 

'* m GIVBTH HIS BKLUVED SLEEP." 

Of all the thoughts of God that are 
Borne inward into souls afar. 
Along the Psalmist's music deep, 
Now tell me if that any is, 
For gift or grace surpassing this*— 
" He giveth His beloved, sleep"? 

What would we give to our beloved? 
The hero's heart to be unmoved, 
The poet's star-tuned harp to sweep, 
The patriot's voice to teach and rou&«. 
The monarch's crown to light the biows 
" He giveth His beloved, sleep.'* 

What do we give to our beloved? 

A little faith all undisproved, 

A little dust to overweep. 

And bitter memories to make 

The whole world blasted for our sake : 

" He giveth His beloved, sleep." 

Sleep sofl, beloved I we sometimes say. 
Who have no tune to charm away 
Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep 
But never doleful dream again, 
Shall break the happy slumber when 
He giveth His beloved, sleep." 



i* 



THE SLEEP. 6 1 

O earth so full of dreay noises ! 
O men with wailing in your voices t 
O delved gold the wallers heap 1 

strife, O curse, that o'er it fall I 
God strikes a silence through you all, 
"And giveth His helovSd, sleep." 

His dews drop mutely on the hill. 
His cloud ahove it saileth still, 
Though on its slope men sow and reap : 
More sofUy than the dew is shed, 
Or cloud is floated overhead 
" He giveth His beloved, sleep." 

Ay, men may wonder when they scan 
A living, thinking, feeling man. 
Confirmed in such a rest to keep ; 
But angels say, and through the word 

1 think their happy smile is heard— 
" He giveth His beloved, sleep." 

For me, my heart that erst did go 

Most like a tired child at a show. 

That sees through tears the mummers leap. 

Would now its wearied vision close, 

Would, childlike, on His love repose, 

" Who giveth His beloved, sleep." 

And friends, dear friends, when it shall be 
That this low breath is gone from me, 
And round my bier ye come to weep. 
Let one, most loving of you all, 
Say, not a tear must o'er her fall, 
" He giveth His beloved, sleep " 

E. B. Btowkw.'w.s* 



S^ ^mt. 



Low you lie, my dear. 

In the grave ; 
Tall grass over you 
Mix'd with violet blue. 
Primrose, daisy, too : 

Low you lie. 

Sound you sleep, my dear. 

In the grave. 
Clouds their thunder throw. 
Loud winds hoarsely blow. 
Drifts the sleet and snow. 

Sound you sleep. 

Long 3rou stay, my dear, 

In the grave ; 
Sunshine falls about. 
Birds from nests peep out. 
Children sing and shout. 

Long you stay. 

You ^1 rise, my dear. 

From the grave. 
All your being stirred 
By a spoken word. 
Oh, so gladly heaid t 

You will rise. 

Al/rtd Norrit. 



'^he l^nrniitbtr. 



Lord, what remains ; 

When I would count my gams, 
I find that Thou hast torn them all away ; 

And under summer suns I shrink with cold, 

Shiver, and faint with hunger, yet behold 
My brethren strong and satisfied and gay. 

I had a friend 

Whose love no time could endi 
That friend didst Thou to Thine own bosom take ; 

For this my loss I see no reparation : 

The earth was once my home : a habitation 
Of sorrow hast Thou made it for his sake. 

I had a dream 

Bright as a noontide heaaa : 
I sought for wisdom. Thou didst make its taste 

(Which was as spice and honey from the south) 

Ashes and gall and wormwood in my mouth. 
Was this the fruit I sought with so much haste? 

I had a love 

(This bitterest did prove) ; 
A mystic light of joy on earth and sky ; 

Strange fears and hopes; a rainbow tear and 
smile, 

A transient splendour for a little while, 
Then — sudden dajckn^s ; \iQ>x^,TVQa>KBss«««x^^Jtci, 



64 THE REMAINDER. 

Wlat h»« I leftl 
Of friend, aim, love, bereft : 
Stnpped bvTC of everythiiie I counted dear. 

Whu friend tiave I like llut I la» I wbst cull 
Toutioar nay, Hbu love! 

Aiidmanhaidi,i/aU]fTlKTtartmar. 

AtUlintStrgaml. 



mtt tht jsiu^ibt. 



Farewell ! In dimmer distance 
I watch your figures glide, 

Across the sunny moorland, 
And brown hillside. 

Each momently upriung, 
Large, dark, against the sky ; 

Then, in the vacant moorland. 
Alone sit I. 

Along the unknown country 
Where your lost footsteps pass. 

What beauty decks the heavens 
And clothes the grass! 

Over the mountain shoulder 
What glories may unfold ! 

Though I see but the mountain, 
Blank, bare, and cold ; 

And the white road, slow winding 
To where, each after each, 

You slipped away— oh, whither? 
I cannot reach. 



i 



66 OVER THE HILLSIDE. 

And if I call, what answers? 

Only 'twixt earth and sky. 
Like wail of parting spirit. 

The curlews cry. 

Yet sunny is the moorland, 
And soft the pleasant air, 

And little flowers, like blessings. 
Grow everywhere. 

While, over all, the mountain 
Stands, sombre, calm, and still, 

Immutable and steadfast 
As the One Will; 

Which, done on earth, in heaven, 

Eternally confessed 
By men, and saints, and angels. 

Be ever blest 1 

Under Its infinite shadow. 
Safer than light of ours, 

I'll sit me down a little 
And gather flowers. 

Then I will rise and follow, 
Without one wish to stay. 

The path ye all have taken^ 
The appointed way. 

D, M, Cratk, 



^fUsAQtttifioit. 



To a quaint old-fashion'd homestead, 

With its ivied towers. 
Came a Lady in the spring-time, 

Came, when April's sudden showers, 
Glancing through the fitful sunshine, 

Ran down rainbows into flowers; 
And she said, " I would not murmur ; 

God's will must be done; 
So I've brought my two twin daughters, 

And come here to feel the sun 1" 

Living in that quiet hamlet 

Through three chequered years, 
She was known in every cottage ; 

And the poor tell, in their tears. 
How her presence made them happy. 

And her words dispell'd their fiears. 
When she said, " O do not murmur 1 

God's will must be done ; 
Take my alms, and ask His blessing, 

And go out and feel the sun I" 

Once a widow met her walking 

Near the churchyard stile, 
With a brow as free from sadness 

As her soul was free from guile. 



I 



8 RESIGNATION. 

And sbt whisper-d u she join'd her, 

" Lad;, luch ine how td Hnite." 
And she JinaweT'd, '* Honest DeiahbowTi 

And whene'er Ihy hean is drooping, 

" For, I lell IhH, I have troubles; 

More Ihan one," she sailh : 
■■ Have I icta Ihe face of anguish. 

Heard iu quick aud catching breath I 
Yea, three pictures in my parlour 

Are now sanctified by death," 
-— '■ she sailh, " - ■ 



God'!> 



s(bedan< 



aoBhtets, 



Iren, when they neat then 



God's will must be done: 
But I love the streaming starlight 
Betlcr than the iller'd sua." 



RESIGNATION. 



69 



When all earthly hopes have failed us, 
Hopes of Heav'n still give relief. 

And she says, " I will not murmur ; 
God's will has been done : 

And, though / am left in darkness. 
They are somewhere in the sun I " 

James Pritcfuti Begs. 




'SChe Jlgcb anil iht ggina. 
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id ■ pleasant thln^ it li to 
ittriilht lift l*yond life. 
10 bchaLd the out behiml 




jOULD you be young again? 
So would not I, 
One tear to memory given. 
Onward I'd hie. 
Life's dark flood forded o'er. 

All but at rest on shore, 
Say, would you plunge once mors 
With home so nigh? 

Where are those dear ones now 1 

My joy and delight. 
Dear and more dear, though new 

Hidden from sight. 
Where they rejoice to be. 

That is the land for me. 
Fly time, fly speedily, 

Come life and light. 

BarvHeu Nairtu. 



SBislus tbtntt Jntk. 



id ttt« t»o irills I f«l within 
When DD my duih I miue ; 
j[ I^rd I I have a death to dU, 



Why shouM I chooscT fat id Thy \a\ 

Most surely I descry 
A SFDiler dcaih tluui I m^scIT 

Should date la a^ to die. 

But Thou wilt not diskln to heat 
What these few wishes ate. 

Which I abuDdoD to Thy [ove. 
And to Thy wiser cure. 



WISHES ABOUT DEATH. 75 

All graces I would crave to have. 

Calmly absorbed in one — 
A perfect sorrow for my sins, 

And duties left undone. 

I would the light of reason, Lord, 

Up to the last might shine, 
That my own hands might hold my soul 

Until it passed to Thine. 

And I would pass in silence, Lord, 

No brave words on my lips. 
Lest pride should cloud my soul, and I 

Should die in the eclipse. 

But when and where, and by what pain, — 

All this is one to me ; 
I only long for such a death 

As most shall honour Thee. 

Long life dismays me, by the sense 

Of my own weakness scared : 
And by Thy grace a sudden death 

Ne«l not be unprepared. 

One wish is hard to be unwished,— 

That I at last might die 

Of grief, for having wronged with sin 

Thy spotless Majesty. 

F, W Fahet 
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Eyes she had in whose dark lustre, 

Slumbered wild and mystic beams; 
And a brow of polished marble. 

Pale abode of gorgeous dreams. 
Dreams that caught the hues and splendours. 

Which the radiant future shows, 
For the past was nought but anguish, 

And a sepulchre of woes ! 
Therefore from its scenes and sorrows. 

All her heart and soul were riven, 
And her thoughts kept ever wandering 

With the angels up to heaven. 

When they told her of the pleasures. 

Which the future had in store, 
When her sorrows would have faded. 

And her anguish would be o'er ; 
Told her of her wealth and beauty, 

And the triumphs in her train; 
Told her of the many others. 

Who would sigh for her agsdn. 
She but caught one half their meaning. 

While the rest afar was driven, 
" Yes," she murmured, " they are happy. 

They I mean who dwell in heaven 1 ** 




HAVING A DESIRE TO DEPART. 77 

When they wish'd once more to see her, 

Mingling with the bright and fair, 
When they told her of the splendour, 

And the rank that would be there ; 
Told her that amid the glitter 

Of that brilliant living sea. 
There were none so sought and sighed for. 

None so beautiful as she ; 
Still she heeded not the flattery. 

Heard but half the utterance given ; 
** Yes," she answer'd, " there are bright ones. 

Many too I know in heaven." 

When they spoke of sunlit glories. 

Summer days and moonlit hours ; 
Told her of the spreading woodland. 

With its treasury of flowers ; 
Clustering fruits, and vales and mountains, 

Flower-banks mirrored in clear springs. 
Winds whose music ever mingled 

With the hum of glancing wings. 
Scenes of earthly bliss and beauty 

Far from all her thought were driven. 
And she fancied that they told her. 

Of the happiness of heaven. 

For one master-pang had broken 

The sweet spell of her young life, 
And henceforth its calm and sunshine 

Were as tasteless as its strife ; 
Henceforth all its gloom and grandeur. 

All the music of its streams. 
All its thousand pealing voices. 

Spoke the language of her dreams ; 



yS HAVING A DESIRE TO DEPART. 

DmuDi Chat mnder'd oa like orphanit 

From tU eutM; tolacc driven. 
Searching &a tbetr gnu Protcctori 

And the paUce fates of heaven. 

/. Si^^i-H Bigg. 



lit the Jftnu Wo^UiQld. 

In the June twilight, la the soft grey twilight, 
The yellow sun-glow trembling through the rainy 

eve. 
As my love lay quiet came the solemn fiat, 
"All these thmgs /ifr ever, for every thou must 

leave." 

My love she sank down quivering, like a pine in 

tempest shivering, 
" I have had so little happiness yet beneath the sun, 
I have called the shadow sunshine, and the merest 

frosty moonshine, 
I have, weeping, blessed the Lord for, as if day 

light had begun. 

"Till He sent a sudden angel, with a glorious sweet 

evangel. 
Who turned all my tears to pearl gems, and, 

crowned nu, — so little worth, 
Mel and through the rainy even changed this poor 

earth into heaven, 
Or, by wondrous revelation brought the heavens 

down to earth. 



80 IN THE JUNE TWILIGHT. 

" O Ihe ttraiiEcnea of the fecELug I O Che infinite 

Tg think how God must love me, to bavc mnde me 

Though I vould have served HLm humbly, and 

patiently and dumbly, 
Without any angel slandijig hi (he pathway that I 



In the June twilisht— in the I 
My love cried from my bosDn 



Wait till Thou hajt taught me to he conic 



I go lonely, I go lonely, and I feel II 
The vestibule of palacea whose ct 



Yet I see my palace ihining, whet 
And I know the gates stand open, or 



9^»»iwi S^bafi. 



Passing away, saith the world, passing away ; 
Chances, beauty and youth sapped day by day ; 
Thy life never continueth in one stay, 
Is the eye waxen dim, is the dark hair changing to 

grey. 
That hath won neither laurel nor bay ! 
I shall clothe myself in Spring and bud in May ! 
Thou, root-stricken, shalt not rebuild thy decay. 
On my bosom for aye, 
Then I answered : Yea. 



Passing away, saith my soul, passing away ; 
With its burden of fear and hope, of labour and 

play, 
Hearken what the past doth witness and s^y I 
RvLSt in thy gold, a moth is in thine array, 
A canker is in thy bud, thy leaf must decay. 
At midnight, at cockcrow, at morning, one certain 

day, 
Lo, the bridegroom shall come and shall not delay : 
Watch thou and pray. 
Then I answered : Yea. 



Sa PASStNG AWAY. 

Pudng kwiy, uith my God, [bssuie away ; 

Winter puHth After Ihe long delay ; 

New grapei od the vine, new ftgi on the tender 

Turtle mj'lelh tnttle in Heaven'j May. 

Though 1 tarry, wait for me, trust tpe, vatch and 



pray. 






Then 1 answered i Yea. 



^ SottQ of the "S^tt. 



Many waters go softly dreaming 

On to the sea ; 
But the River of Death floweth softest 

By tower and tree. 

By smiling Ullage and meadow, 

In the morning light : 
By palace gate and by cottage 

In the dim hush of night. 

No sigh when the wistful moonlight 

Seeks that cold breast — 
No smile when the gold of Sunset 

Bums in the west — 

No rush of the mournful waters 

Breaks on the ear, 
To tell us when life is strongest 

That death flows near. 

But through throbbing hearts of cities, 

In the heat of the day, 
The cool dark River passeth. 

On its silent way. 







Ever il" ^'' 
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Bullbese" 
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sweep'" ^^^nu"— - 
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A SONG OF THE RIVER. 8$ 

No tender smiling of sunset, 

No pale death-flowers 
Which can make the banks of the River sweet 

In dying hours ; 

Only a sudden leaping 

From the frowning height, 
To the cold dark breast of the River— 

And then the silence of night. 

Many waters go softly dreaming 

On to the sea, 
But the River of Death flowest softest 

To thee and me. 

We have trod the sands of the desert 

Under a burning sun ; 
Oh sweet will the touch of the waters be 

To feet whose journey is done ! 

Unto Him whose love has washed us 

Whiter than snow, 
We shall pass through the shallow River 

With hearts aglow. 

For the Lord's voice on the Waters 

Lingereth sweet ; 
" He that is washed needeth only 

To wash his feet.*' 



"ISSfatb ^U s ^trmnur Crolsn," 



Ol will the golden courtiofbeaven, 
Wlien 1 luve puxd them o'er, 

Be lovely a* my lily walls. 
Which I must lee do oionT 

And win the seraph hymns and hup^ 
When they have filled my ear. 




WIND ME A SUMMER CROWN. 87 

And not of star or flower is bom 

The beauty of that shore, 
There is a Face which yon shall see, 

And wish for nothing more. 

Mtnella Butt SmedUy. 




fttMfft, 



It's, oh, in Paradise that I fain would be, 
Away from care and weariness, and all beride : 
Earth is too full of loss with its dividing sea, 
But Paradise upbuilds the bower for the bride. 

Where flowers are yet in bud, while the boughs are 

green, 
I would get quit of earth, and get robed for heaven ; 
Putting on my raiment white within the screen. 
Putting on my crown of gold whose gems are seven. 

Fair is the fourfold river that maketh no moan. 
Fair are the trees, fruit-bearing of the wood. 
Fair are the gold and bdellium and the onyx stone. 
And I know the gold of that land is good. 

O my love, my dove, lifl up your eyes 
Toward the eastern gate like an opening rose. 
You and I who parted will meet in Paradise, 
Pass within and sing when the gates unclose. 

This life is but the passage of a day. 
This life is but a pang and all is over. 
But in the life to come which fades not away, 
£yery love shall abide and every lover. 



PARADISE. 89 

He who wore out pleasure and mastered all lore> 
Solomon, wrote "Vanity of vanities," 
Down to death, of all that went before, 
In his mighty long life the record is this. 

With loves by the hundred, wealth beyond measure. 
Is this he who wrote " vanity of vanities I " 
Yea "Vanity of vanities" he saith of pleasure. 
And of all he learned set his seal to this. 

Vet we love and faint not, for our love is one. 
And we hope and flag not, for our hope is sure. 
Although there be nothing new beneath the Sun, 
And no help for life, and for death no cure. 

The road to death is life, the gate of life is death. 
We who wake shall sleep, we shall wax who wane, 
Let us not vex our souls for stoppage of a breath, 
The fall of a river that tumeth not again. 

fie the road short and be the gate near, — 
Shall a short road tire, a strait gate appal? 
The loves that meet in Paradise shall cast out fear 
And PanuUae bath toom for you, and me, and all. 

Christina G. RoMUtti. 



Jjomhnuf 3Ellttmimrtl0 i^* 



In the hour of death, after this'life's whim. 

When the heart beats low, and the eyes grow dim, - 

And pain has exhausted every limb — 

The lover of the Lord shall trust in Him. 

When the will has forgotten the lifelong aim. 
And the nund can only disgrace its fame. 
And a man is uncertain of his own name^ 
The power of the Lord shall fill this firame. 

When the last agh is heaved, and the last tear lihed. 
And the coffin is waiting beside the bed, 
And the widow and child forsake the dead— 
The angel of the Lord shall lift this head. 

For even the purest delight may pall, 
The power must fail, and the pride must &il. 
And the love of the dearest friends grow small — 
But the glory of the Lord is all in alL 

R, D, B, 
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I am pale with uck desire 

For my heart b far away 

From this world's fitful fire 

And this world's waning day ; 

In a dream it overleaps 

A world of tedious ills 

To where the sunshine sleeps 

On the everlasting hills. 

Say the saints ; There angels ease us 

Glorified and white. 

They say ; We rest in Jesus 

Where is not day or night. 

My soul saith : I have sought 

For a home that is not gained, 

I have q)ent yet nothing bought, 

Have laboured but not attained ; 

My pride strove to mount and grow 

And hath but dwindled down ; 

My love sought love, and lo I 

Hath not attained its crown. 

Say the saints : Fresh «ouls increase us. 

None languish or recede. 

They say : We love our Jesus, 

And He loves u& in deed. 



tt 



DcBi hopes BAd joys go 

My heil betoYed die, 
And I canDol die with I 
Siylhesaists: Nodea 

TheyMy: We live id J 



O my soul, fJie beats her wiogi 









Come and see, lay tho nmtiL 

Saitb Jnuh Come and see. 

Say the samta : Hii pleaiuiu ploue Bt 

Befoce God aod the Lamb. 

Coma and tnte my sweets, skith Jssus ; 

Ba with DW whece I am. 

Ckrhlina G. RtmtH 
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Good-bye, ah, good-bye ; you are going 

To enter the Silent Land, 
And your life is vanishing from me, 

Though fast I hold your hand. 
Your heJad on my bosom will lie, love, 

Clasp'd in a close embrace. 
But where will your soul be wandering. 

When your breath fails off my fAcel 

The Silent Land I Hark, how music 

Thrills through the sweeten'd air. 
It is surely sounding from heaven, 

Unknown to us otherwhere. 
A far-off journey I kind angels 

Stand reaching to me their hand. 
It is but a step and a step^lift. 

From the earth on which yon stand* 

Is the parting, then, so complete, loveT 

Perhaps you may come again. 
And give me some word or token 

That you, though chang'd, are the same 
A whisper in evening stillness, 

A vision in broad, bright day, 
A touch as of long-trail'd garments^ 

Soft-touching and floating away. 



THROUGH THE GATES. 
WW not, Bgt bid me jood-bye Df 



in I 






And alt u ; ou out of the Etoom. 
in may not, [he Lont ii OUT keeper. 

And we m idll iD Hii cue ; 
Vou on ea r th , I in heaven — boJh guarded, 

Beth Ble, lai yon folto. me there. 



f 
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[Suggested by hearing of a tombstone in a country 
churchyard in Wales, on^ which was inscribed the 
name of a man who had lived to some years above 
eighty, yet was said to be (alluding to his conversion 
to Crnist) only " four years old when he died."] 



If you ask me how long I have been in the world, 

I'm old, I'm very old ; 
If you ask me how many years I've lived, it'll very 

soon be told. 
Past eighty years of age, yet only four years old I 

Eighty years and more astray upon the mountsdns 

high. 
In a land that's full of pits and snares, and that's 

desolate and dry, 
I've oft been weary, oft been cold, and oft been like 

to die; 

And there Td have wandered, wandered still, as I 

wandered many a day ; 
rd lose the track-marks of the flock, I'd got so far 

away. 
If Jesus had not met me, that seeks for them that 

stray. 



A GOOD COXFESSIOH. 



getting old, 
Ajid my stnnglh is, jt 
k Ulc etui's told ; 



the PHAlmist sayi, gone ULe 



"Them ulso mist 1 briog," br He iui nuny little 
All milk-vhite, mild, uh] InnoceDt, a-skip|mig by 

And mjmy sheep that have been dtiireD akng the 

dusty roads, 
Hard driven along by dogs and meD, and pricked 

with inn goads. 
And murlced vith iron brands to show Ihe/ve Ott 

been bon^ and sold : 
Brown rag^^ed sheep, wilh fleeces torn, and iaces 



And if yon ask mi 

Ibabest— 
TheUmbsorifae 



■hicb of these I think He ]ov< 



For " Fled my little lambs," He said, when He gave 

His flodi to keep, 
To Peter, once and twice He said to Peter, " Feed 

my sheep." 

He's got a gaiden full of flowers, all planted row by 
Ro»s and pinks and mignonette a-coming LDio blow, 



A GOOD CONFESSION. 97 

Balm o' Gilead, mint and thyme, and sage and 

maijorie. 
And many a dry old stick and stalk, and many a 

withered tree. 
That's neither good for use nor show, and these are 

folks like me ; 



And many such-like ones He's got, but scripture 

sayeth " Lo 1 
He taketh such and maketh them to flourish and to 

grow," 
For He's not a man that He should judge by seeing 

of His eyes, 
He's not a son of man that He should any one 

despise. 
He's God Himself and far too kind for that, and 

far too wise. 



He's God Himself come down from Heaven to 

raise us when we fall ; 
He's come to heal us when we're sick, to hear us 

when we call ; 
If He hadn't come to do us good. He wouldn't 

have come at aU. 



And "Ask, He says, and I will give, and knock 

and I to you 
Will open," Jesus says to us, and I know that it is 

true, 
It isn't Him would say the things he doesn't mean 

todow 



98 



A GOOD CONFESSION. 



He didn't come to judge the world, He didn't come 

to blame, 
He didn't only come to seek, it was to save He 

came. 
And when we call Him Saviour, then we call Him 

by His name. 

He sought for me when 1 was lost. He brought me 

to His fold. 
He doesn't look for much from me, for He doesn't 

need be told 

I'm past eighty years of age, and yet but four years 

old. 

Dora Greenwell, 
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When I have said my quiet say. 
When I have sung my little song'. 
How sweetly, sweetly dies the day. 
The valley and the lulls along ; 
How sweet the summons, " Come away," 
That calls me from the busy throng 1 

I thoQght bende the water's flow 
Awhile to lie beneath the leaves, 
I thought in autumn's harvest glow 
To rest my head upon the sheaves : 
But, lo I methinks the day was brief 
And cloudy ; flower, nor fruit, nor leaf 
I bring, and yet accepted, free. 
And blest, my Lord, I come to Thee. 

What matter now for promise lost. 
Though blast of Spring or Summer rains 
For broken hopes and wasted pains. 
What if the olive little yield. 
What if the grape be blighted. Thin* 
The com upon a thousand fieldsi 
Upon a thousand hills the vina 



% 




Thou lomt (till the poor ; oh, bleM 
Id pOTCTty belovEd to be 1 
Les lowLf it my cli^cc confoi'd, 
I loie the hew in lormB Thee I 
My ipiiit hart befbif Th« stands, 
t bring no Eift, 1 tsk no (igD, 



10 Thee 



'itheD 



The mrei lo he filled from iWe I 




31 Jptafitt, 

I would not ask Thee that my days 
Should flow quite smoothly on and on : 

L«st I should learn to love the world 
Too well, ere all my time was done. 

I would not ask Thee that my work 
Should never bring me pain nor fear; 

Lest I should learn to work alone, 
And never wish Thy presence near. 

I would not ask Thee that my friends 
Should always kind and constant be ; 

Lest I should learn to lay my faith. 
In them alone and not in Thee. 

But I would ask Thee still to give, 
By night my sleep — ^by day my bread, 

And that the counsel of Thy Word, 
Should shine and show the path to tread. 

And I would ask a humble heart, 
A changeless will to work and wake, 

A firm faith in Thy Providence, 
The rest— 'tis Thine to give or take. 

Alfrtd Norrit. 



L 




3 2044 077 905 073 




